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Scene — The interior of a plainly-furnished room; flashes of 
lightning reveal the astrologer Antonio bending over a bier, on 
which lies the body of his dead wife Adelaide, daughter of Hector, 
King of Ambria. 



^ntonio speaks— 

3LL-starr^d night, when Death did steal her soul, 
Who came a-creeping, velvet-shod and sly; 
Whose ice-cold breath in passing fanned my cheek, 
And starting I beheld a waxen form 
Inanimate, where once she clung to me. 
All love, all life, all hope, all sympathy,— 
Adelaide, my wife. 

While far beyond the world 
Gaunt Death stalked grimly with her spirit to 
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The gods, the caverns of his eyes a-gleam, 
His slimy locks twined with her golden ones. 
Alas, Fate grants us that which most we crave, 
A faithful heart to share the days and nights; 
Then Death appears, and capering with grotesque. 
Ungraceful mien, calls down the laughter of 
The gods on us — Death, the comedian! 

Without, the mocking winds are wailing to 
The moon; the rapturous sea clasps in his arms 
The wild west wind, spraying her o'er with pearls 
Of foam, — smiting, anon, his shell-strewn bed 
With groans; his rugged form a-quake with sobs, 
His wild tears scattered on the rock-girt shore. 
Would battling elements but wake Adelaide! 
Adelaide, not yet out-grown the respite of 
A bride. So lorn she seems, so waxen white; 
Her lashes lie a-droop like wisps of night 
That love to linger on the brow of day; 
Her lips no more are poppy-red and warm. 
Oh, cursed, bloodless king, insatiate Death, 
Yield back her soul; as ransom I will serve 
Alternate years with you upon the Styx, 
Envoy to Charon. 



t9^ (Jhriticeu; Q^bebibe 



Awake, awake, awake! 
She does not heed; she is not here; oh grief 
Of griefs, she is not here! Afar she roams — 
Death's beauteous paramour — and I alone ! 
Would Jupiter but hear and pity me! 
What madness to seek mercy from the gods, 
Who, even as I mourn, more like aloft 
Are revelling with Bacchus and his train. 
Or Hebe bears them nectar, — I drink woe; 
And mighty Jove, who blew the bubble worlds 
From out a magic pipe of chance, beholds 
The helpless things disport,— his comedy 
Our tragedy ; our grief, his great delight ! 
Thus but a quandom jest of Zeus the God, 
We ne'er can conquer, but must conquered be. 
Yea, call me damned, winds that howl, and strive 
To wake me to a dreamed-of danger; 1 
Care not, since blackguard death and she are one. 
Come soft, my chilly angel, rest you here ; 
I lift you from the satin pillows white 
And place you on the couch mid velvets soft. 
Whose yielding nap is as your rose-hued flesh 
Before the demon Death did rape your soul. 
How stem her lips that smiled so fondly once; 
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How stare the eyes beneath half -drooping lids; 

How cold the curving breasts, once culminate 

In buds of red, now pale like Alpine rose- 

Buds, stuck in snows that never melt. Adelaide, 

Awake, and wrap your arms about me, sweet! 

Ah, speak to me! Those tender lips did ne'er 

Before refuse to answer me. You stepped 

Down from your father's royal palace to 

Become my bride; this flower-strewn garden by 

The sea was all I had to offer you. 

The stars, the only jewels I could give. 

In trust the blue sky held them for my love; 

The flowers all the finery for your breast, 

The earth, more kind, would yield these for my love. 

The nightingales are singing, dear, and I 
Remember how you loved their artless songs. 
The sea is sighing to the amorous moon. 
Who lies beneath his emerald coverlet. 
And gives back sigh for sigh. Outrivalled, sobs 
The wind but faintly in deserted ways. 
I will pretend the drowsy God has come 
Upon the perfumed galley of your kiss ; 
I float on seas of sweet f orgetf ulness ; 
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A dove sits on the prow — it is your love ; 

The stars are shining — oh, they are your eyes. 

The song of nightingales grew but a harsh 

And weary wrangling when you spoke, Adelaide, — 

They fret my soul now with a memory. 

The storm abates — the silence drives me mad! 

Oh, empty form that held her splendid soul. 

Cold, cold you lie, symmetrical and fair — 

But ice! Let me forget! Let me forget! 

The downy bats are circling diadems 

Upon night's brow, and you lie still in death. 

This, Jupiter's revenge that you more fair 

Than Juno dared to be. Good-night, good-night,— 

I wrap me in a dream that can not be; 

And on your bosom once again I seem 

To lie, drifting on kisses to Paradise. 

[He falls into a heavy slumber.'] 
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Same scene as before. Time, dawn. The astrologer, once 
more awake, is raving madly over the dead body of his wife. 
Enter guards, with their chief, Roberto. 



(gtoSerto speaks — 

^E is mad — mad — mad, drag him away, I say. 
^ Here are the chains. No sane man ever yet 
Did hug him lifeless clay; you know it well. 

[The guards laugb loudly] 
Hush, foob, a man so mad is dangerous. 
He kisses now her hair, and lifts it so 
The sun-light sifts between. Which is more gold, 
V faith, I can not tell. List, now he calls 
Her madly to return, and when she does 
Not, smites her o'er the cheek and o'er the heart. 
And calls her harlot, paramour of Death. 
What does he now ? He falls upon his knees 
And cries for pardon, and does kiss each spot 
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He smote. On with the chains. Are you afraid ? 

ICries from the guards, of " Watch ! "Behold! "] 
We have no time to watch the mad-man rave. 
See how he turns his head, and motions back 
As if to ward off devils. Now he flies 
Him to the windows, peers without, and then 
Returns. Soft with the chains, my men, or we 
Will have a sorry time in binding him. 
I say there 's madness in his eye. Stand back. 
Prepared to spring and bind him if he should 
Resist. 

[/fe addresses the astrologer.'] 
Antonio, we come to bear 
You hence. The king commands it so. Your wife 
To court shall go, and lie in state, forgiv'n. 
From thence be carried to the church; thence to 
The mighty Ambrian vault, where lie the bones 
Of countless ancestors, communing with 
Decay. Ho, bring the chains, he would resist; 
The mad astrologer dares scorn the king's 
Command ! So, now you 're fast ! On, on, my men • 
The gag has stopped his curses and mad cries ; 
Step lively, so, — he is most hard to hold; 
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Into the cell; now turn the key, and leave 
Him there, to test the metal of his voice 
'Gainst walls whose off -spring, Echo, is still-born. 

[Exit all.'] 
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Scene — on in which the guards placed Antonio the astrolo- 
ger. Enter Bernardo, a monk. 



/Jff NTONio, 1 come by order of 

^ The king, elect of high Olympus, to pray 

With you, my son ; and yet no prayer could tell 

You how I hap to wear this holy garb, 

Nor that fate wove a ttiread twixt you and me. 

First drink this wine witti me, and pledge our souls' 

Health in a different world. The woman 's dead— 

There 's consolation rare ; I Ve heard that dead, 

A woman 's truer than in life. To-night 

I blush that 1 have heard so base a thing, — 

Or, hearing, countenanced ; for now I stand 

Reminded by your tempest grief that I, 

Too, loved a woman once — her memory still. 



The walls? Aye, sooth, and yet the wine has made 

Fear Silent in my breast. The wine, my boy, 

It brings the old dreams back; it colors life 

To please the fanpy, and turns a vagrant dream 

Into reality. Antonio, 

This merry blood of love now takes me back 

To vintage time and her. Aye, her. See through 

The grating yonder, mark the sun's bright light, 

Reflected on the umber sails of carracks, 

Where anchored safe they rock. Would 1 could seize 

A shallop from the sea and sail across 

The years until 1 anchored at my youth. 

1 tell you true, my good Antonio, 

There is no time like youth, no joy like love. 

No medicine like wine. Here, drink and live! 

Mark how the light of even this dim cell 

Grows radiant when it falls within the cup. 

But to my tale, the night is growing gray. 

A page was I unto a former king 

Of Arcadie. Filipa was a maid 

Who tended sheep without the palace walls. 

The king, in truth, was young and very fair. 

By fate compelled to take unto him for 
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A bride a spinster of some years, and none 

Too beautiful, what wonder boy, though king, 

His fancy riveted itself upon 

The shepherdess? And she, 1 thought, loved me. 

One night I overheard the king's behest; 

His trusted courier promised to decoy 

The girl on some pretext unto the court; 

This done, the monarch swore the rest were play 

Indeed. Quick surged my hot and angry blood 

Through bursting veins ; 't was then I longed to snap 

His slender neck in twain ; to rend him limb 

From limb; who, having all that earth could give. 

Would filch from her what little she possessed, — 

Her chastity! Fate, kinder than her wont, 

Redealt the cards. The courier fell so ill 

He could not move, and then it chanced that I 

Was chosen messenger to her. The king 

Contrived some light excuse; some duty in 

The hall she would perform, — her parents reap 

The benefit. 

I sped at his command. 
But bade the maid fly to the vale beyond 
The draw-bridge, there to wait my coming at 
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The djwn. From thence we 'd fly to realms afar, 

For untried fortune holds a golden hope 

To youtti; experience alone breeds doubt. But when 

I came without the treasure wished, the king, 

With eyes a-flash, quick sentenced me to death. 

1 seemed so young, so frail, tiicy threw me in 

A cell unguarded. Alsandro found me there; 

He was my friend, and trusted at the court. 

" Do as I wish, all will be well," he said ; 

" To-night you '11 find a key ; haste hence unto 

The monastery, where my brother is 

A monk. He '11 wait you at tiie eastern gate. 

And give you shelter, safe and kindly, too. 

In priest-like garments clad, and countenanced 

In woe, you 11 pass a monk in seeming till 

I find Filfpa; and, finding, add unto 

The nunnery near the priests a novice fair. 

From thence you both may flee this kingdom of 

The damned, searching an home beyond the sea/* 

I donned this garb I thought me for a time; 
While my good friend, the young Alsandro, paced 
The groves to find Filipa. Antonio, 
Now by the stars, let 's drain dtep wells of wine; 
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We must, to bear the rest, — he found her, do 

You hear? He found her — wait Antonio — 

I need more wine, an hollow universe 

Filled to the brim to bear me up to tell 

The tale : he found Filipa, my beloved ; and guess 

You how he found her ? . . . Wrapt in a king's embrace ! 

The king of Ambria in council come 

A guest to Arcadie. Antonio, 

Green grew my blood and thin; I stood undone; 

False to the monarch of our Arcadie; 

Without an home, cleft of my all by that 

False huzzy's fall. Mistaking her a saint, 

rd kissed her dainty slipper's toe, had stood 

Afar and gazed; had pined alone; myself 

Repressing when in her sacred presence. Faith, 

I should have deluged her in madder mood. 

With kisses made of fire; I should have clasped 

Her in a brute embrace, and left her weak 

And trembling, gasping, pale ; then had she at 

My mighty strength stood quite aghast, and cried, 

"Ye gods, behold, it is a splendid man!" 

I was too distant ; fancied her a saint ; 

Too pure, almost, for human hands to hold; 

r faith, Antonio, 1 was a fool 
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The rascal 'Sandro sat him down and laughed 

Until his sides were like to split atwain. 

" Forgive my seeming levity, old friend ; 

But truth, I bore me well in mind your words, 

* She is so frail, so lily-white, speak soft 

Of marriage lest it shock her gentle mind. 

Let me by tender words incline consent. 

Speak softly, friend, or you will fright my bird.' 

That timid flower, that frail and blushing child, — 

Pah ! she 's a woman like the rest ! " 

I could 

m 

Not chide the ribald satire then as once 

With whispering her name ; the name that seemed 

Erstwhile a benediction blest to help 

To better deeds ; the name that even he 

Revered. I tell you, my Antonio, 

When women fall from heights sublime, the world's 

Foundation totters. 

Well, friend, in cowl and gown 
Am I a monk, in seeming, still; devout 
To look upon; yea, here am I alone 
But for the wine and memory. The first 
Is like some jaunty troubadour, who sings 
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Beneath the window of his love till she, 
Enamored, listens to his song and flings 
Aside the sash, and gazing out upon 
The scene, entranced, on spangled sky and cloud- 
Girt moon, and far beyond to star-lit sea — 
The scent of roses catching as she leans — 
Feels, sweeping 'cross the exultation sweet 
That riots in her breast, a sudden, awful 
Gloom, knowing her love is false. My mistress. Wine, 
Tricks me the same; while memory is a knife 
That stabs me through and through. 
Now Birth and Death, 
The great twin mysteries, the woful twain 
That play a little game of years called Life, 
Will soon have passed me by; a worn out pawn 
I '11 grace a funeral pyre; the wreck-strewn sea 
Still sing ; the stars shine on ; my ashes serve 
As foot-prints, and my charred bones, crumbled black 
And fine, wafted by winds perchance become 
A tiny smudge upon some royal nose. 

Antonio, the drift of all my tale! 

Adelaide, the princess, had a king for sire, — 

The shepherdess I loved her mother was. 



May be the icy Prince styled Death was kind, 

For bitter still I grow, remembering she 

Was false. Oh, jewel of jewels, a faithful heart f 

My son, a little patient be with me. 

For I have suffered much. But now a gleam 

Of light steals 'cross my soul; in all the years 

I may have wronged my love; perhaps she had 

No choice, for kings enforce obedience. 

But on ttiis instant was that dear hope bom ! 

Ecstatic bliss of faith revived in one 

I loved; Antonio, in all ttie years 

1 Ve had no joy like this — Filfpa's heart, 

Perchance, was true to me. This, then, shall be 

The shroud to wrap me in. Oh, black-browed years, 

Roll back, and let me see again the heights 

Of Arcadie! Oh, shade of my beloved. 

Lay down your golden harp and weep for me! 

FiKpa, mine! Tears, tears, Antonio, 

Wrung from a withered heart; tears, tears, my son, 

A balm rejuvenating all my soul. 

Again your eyes stare — vacant — into space; 
Why now I believe you die; go not till 1 
Have conned you o'er a message for my love. 



Why see, Antonio, I *m young again ! 
Years will behold me yet in exile here 
While you Olympian gardens wander in 
With your Adelaide. Antonio, 1 can 
Not let you go without a message to 
Her soul. Tell her I wronged her all these years ; 
Eternity will limit my regret. 
Tell her I 'm jubilant once more as when 
To sun-lit fields in Arcadie I stole 
Out from the castle with my lute, and prayed 
For her as we both watched the grazing sheep. 
Tell her that I have not forgot the wreath 
Of daisies that she made a crown for me; 
Oh, joyful days in Arcadie, and moon- 
Lit nights, when I the page in livery dressed 
Stole out to meet the blue-eyed shepherdess! 
Antonio, Antonio, — what.^ Dead! 
Dead, dead ! Unheard the message to her soul. 
And peace denied me by the message sent. 
[Falls dead by the side of the dying astrologer.'] 
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The border of Olympus. Adelaide's soul. (Alone) 

^ERE poise I on the hither side of these 
-^ Green hills, and try to master this strange form; 
A soul unclaimed, 1 view the golden heights, 
And yet would tremble to behold the gods. 
O, mystery of growth, 1 feel myself 
Incline to this new place; I see anew; 
1 feel afresh; I can recall the world, 
Yet stand upon Olympian borderland. 
And from the restless earth beneath is borne 
Antonio's voice, in lamentation and 
Regret. Like music stolen from the strings 
Of silver lutes by jaunty rose-lipped winds. 
His weeping sounds; yet peace steals over me; 
Life everlasting threads the melody. 
I am a presence fraught with mad delight; 
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I am a soul unstripped; a winged space 

On fire, awaiting realization of 

A dream divine; a sigh meets mine; I cry 

Aloud; the mystery of the place supports 

My joy; and all I ever hoped for seems 

Now promised me. The music of my king- 

Ly father's home was harsh in harmony 

Compared to this, that winds so sweetly down 

The rose-lit heights; life taken from me in 

My youth, love's goblet emptied by black Death, 

Hopes shattered by division from my love, 

I went out on the unknown way, enraged 

With Jupiter. For what, Olympus, with- 

Out him 1 love ? And what in earth or sky 

But love? The green fields breathe it, and the stars 

Proclaim it; music is liquid love, and love 

Is life eternal. Love of the beautiful. 

Love of a soul by kindred hopes attract. 

Love everywhere. The growing daisies in 

The field, the roses broidered on my gown 

Of satin pink, when at the court I did 

Await an audience with the young and fair 

Astrologer, who read the stars and made 

The mandates of the gods clear to the king. 



My father, all but breathed to me of love, 
And romance, poetry, music, art; and these 
In turn but lead to love, the royal first 
And foremost of the train. ^ 

Ah, now the light 
Supernal blindeth me! I feel me fade 
Again to nothingness of sight and sound ; 
1 feel the transport of uncertainty; 
I look, I can not see; I list, I can 
Not hear; 1 melt into a light and feel 
A strange, mad joy; 1 strive to cry aloud; 
My voice breaks into song, that blends and throbs 
Upon the mighty sea of sound that rings 
About. The memory of earth grows faint 
And far; I float on light of mellow stars 
Dissolved. I tremble, quiver, fall at last 
To atoms, wafted by some power into 
Alotted space; and yet 1 still endure; 
When, trembling like the strings upon an harp, 
The air grows roseate like the dawn ; a soul 
Approaches from the unknown way! I sink 
With rapture, helpless with delight, — 't is he, 
Antonio ! 



